STIGMAS OF HATRED 


Trying not to drive to work in a hurry. Fuck rush hour. 


It pays to be crazy. What are these advertising boards even saying anymore? 


The needles you packed are all blood-stained, you didn't even clean them. 
I'll get to them eventually, I've got a hundred more things to do right now. 


Unless you're creating an AIDS pit, clean the fucking needles! Now!!! 


Kevin Ryan refused to be the monkey boy in the room, despite being a prolific lab 


assistant from the get go. His father used to run a home brewery business back in 
the 80s. 


Kevin's personality was the total opposite. He rarely drank. He just wanted to do his 
work 


for the certain amount of hours given, then walk home beside the train station. 


Sometimes, he would walk past the memorium stones for the two kids that lost their 
lives 


during that school tragedy in '87. That teacher Malloch never got the sentence that 
he 


deserved. Kevin's father would have gotten him right then and there if he was still 
alive. 


That prick finally died at 87 years old, rotting in a fucking cell, fresh meals and all. 


Kevin Ryan graduated from Tenford University in 2005. Driven to make his own path, 


he stole some gold jewelry on the side to finance his first venture into his lab 
research. 


With no motivation to continue studying for his Upper BA, Kevin just packed all the 


equipment and moved out to the mountain countryside of Timbaloft. 


I'm going to be spending all fucking day shanking razorblades into these cardboard 
boxes 


just to set up my new lab space, so I'll probably take breaks in between, have a 
smoke 


break, drink some coffee, and see how this turns out. 


A few hours in, 


| noticed a black pickup truck struggling to drive over a hill pass in the distance. 


Is this guy coming for me? Shots were fired from the side window, now I'm fucking 
profusely 


sweating in nightly mid-summer heat. Thanks god. | ran to my side shed and pulled 
outa 


sawn-off shotgun, slightly grey, slightly dirty, but still shiny enough to reflect the 
sun back in 


some cunts face. 


| took a shot, | barely cocked the barrel, kind of sloppy to be honest. | managed to 
destroy 


the driver's headlights, but he still shot me in the left arm. | had to cock the barrel 
with my 


right arm so forcefully that | continued to stumble forward into the dirt. This shot 
blew the 


front gas tank. Fires sporadically kept coming towards me. | could tell this guy was 
dead, on 


fire, and skulls blazing. The pickup slowly drove into the right of a sand pit | just now 
noticed 


was existing on the property. 


Note to self: Shine those barrels more often on the eyes of your enemies. 


